3. 'WHY' OF POETRY
The aim of all our philosophy and poetry
In fact of all the fine arts of any country
Is to search for a ray of hope in dense turmoil
And to find humour in a tale of woe and toil.
Great Johnson is greater still when he aptly puts it
"The only end of all writing ib to enable the reader
Better to enjoy life or better to endure it"
So it is atonce an entertainer and a redeemer.
He sees wrong and bursts like a vaicano
He sees sorrow and melts like a mountain of snow
He dances like a lad if he sees beauty
He is the poet - the lot is audacity
He who makes thee weep with some body's grief
And he who blusters thee for somebody's deciet
But at the end leaves you in contrite relief
Is a great poet in a|| its earnest spirit.
He takes thy heart into his cast - iron grip
And squeezes it of all bad blood to the last drop
And lashes thee with his genial warning whip
He is the poet and all the rest are mere 'flop'.
The good subject for a good poet is life
Men and women adjusting in the emotional strife
He traces their spreading roots and correcting clues
Ever strengthening the high ideals and values.
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